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Snow Shucking 


Author's Notes: 
Just a little idea | got when | was stuck with the responsibility of shoveling the driveway. 


Grey sky indicated not all was well in Boston There were no ominous clouds but the sun refused to come out 
to reassure its citizens, not that they would've known, most still sound asleep. Early Sunday morning, the 
churchgoers not ready to pull themselves out of bed, everyone slept on. Families took advantage of sleeping 
children to not wake up either. University and college students were either nursing the soon to be hangovers 
or were sleeping innocently. Anyone up and about, regardless of age, would've glanced briefly out the windows, 


bleary eyes not taking in the implications of what the sky might tell. 


A glance downward told more, revealing sidewalks and driveways not to be navigated for the piles of snow. The 
wind from the night blew it in various directions, creating peaks and valleys, but even at the lowest points it 
wouldve surpassed a foot in height. Steven spared freezing his legs by the tall winter boots he wore. Large 
woolen mitts were on his hands, one gripping tightly to Tom's elbow as they lead the way to the van, Joey and 


Joe following in bewilderment. 


"We could see the snow just fine from the apartment, you didn't need to drag me outside," Tom insisted mid 
mangling a yawn. The cold woke him up once he set foot outside but it didn't mean the urge to sleep was 
completely vanquished. 

"The van is going to be towed if it's not moved. Then we'll have to pay the fine, which we don't have the 
money for," Steven pointed out, stumbling to a stop. It wasn't a decision he made, the snow pile his next stride 


would've taken him into would've resulted in show spilling into his boots. 


"Then why didn't you move it last night?" Brad had been the last to appear outside, struggling with his own 
boots inside, but he was on time to remind everyone who was to blame. 


Steven laughed, gesturing out irritably to the winter wonderland around them. It was nothing to sing about, not 
a beautiful sight when no one was happy for being dragged out of their beds. "None of us thought that a few 


snowflakes would turn into this. And now the snowplows have built a fortress around the van!" 


A glance amongst friends confirmed what seemed the simplest of actions to resolve the problem. Joe 


shrugged, not moving his hands from where they were warm in his pockets. "So we dig it out, big deal.” 


Joey jerked his thumb back in the direction of the apartment. "I'll go ask Gary for shovels. . . if he doesn't use 


them on me for waking him up." 
"We'll only need one," Steven called after him. 


Joey stopped, his foot never falling to the snow-packed ground for one step, slowly easing around to face 
Steven again. "Um. . . this isn't going to be an easy job. That snow is packed hard, and high." 


"Tom's smart, he can figure it out." 


"What?" Having freed himself from Steven a minute ago Tom wasted no time in slamming his hands onto his 


hips, looking pointedly down to Steven. "I'm not doing this on my own" 


"The rest of us will be taking the instruments out of the van and to the basement,” Steven reminded, oblivious 


to the confused looks everyone else was sharing. 

"We did that last night," Brad reminded. 

"We need to rehearse." 

"Wouldn't you need me for that?" Tom asked, his incredulousness only growing. 
"Gary can fill in for you." 


Joey took several backwards steps, reading rising tension and stubbornness. "I'll go get the shovel." 


Brad and Joe stood their ground, Joe twisting his lips, Brad shaking his head in disbelief. 


"We can hold off the rehearsal until after the van is taken care of. That would make sense, the van is the 


priority," Joe pointed out, trying to placate the singer with agreeing to part of his reasoning. 


"And risk injuring ourselves? | can't lose out on my guitarists, and the cold will just ruin my voice," Steven 


countered. 


Tom raised a finger, trying to get Steven's attention. "And it's okay to go without me, for injury or anything 


else?" 


"And Tom is more accustomed to inclement weather and such experiences than us. He's salvaged innumerable 
vessels and vehicles from beneath mountains of snow thanks to his farming experience," Steven continued. Joe 
barely covered his mouth with his hand in time, Brad slowly shifting his gaze over to Tom, who had been 


listening quietly, expression speaking volumes. 
"What?" Spouting the word so that it sounded like a laugh and groan at the same time, Tom flung his hand out, 
tempted to hit Steven but restraining himself at the last minute. "| haven't had one minute of farm experience. 


Where the hell did that idea come from?" 


"You're from New Hampshire,” Steven stated plainly, as though it explained everything. "Joey and | are from 


New York, the coast keeps most of the snow at bay. | can't imagine Joe has seen too much snow either." 


"| still know how to get rid of snow. You use a shovel and start digging," Joe pointed out, lowering his hand at 


last. 

"Good, so you can give a quick lesson to Tom then we can go inside and rehearse," Steven said. That had settled 
the whole conversation in his mind, appeasing him to clap Joe on the arm, and exclaiming when Joey returned 
with shovel in hand. "Alright, who's ready to start playing?" 


‘lm not doing this on my ownl" Tom argued, grabbing hold of Steven's arm to drag him back. 


Sighing, a long-suffering sound, Steven detached himself from Tom, giving him a patient look that would've been 
somewhat sincere had it not been for his patronising tone. "We've already talked about this-" 


"You've talked about this, I've not agreed to anything," Tom countered, resuming his arguing position, hands on 


hips. "You're just too lazy to help out here." 
"We have important things to do inside," Steven snapped, sparing only a quick look before stepping towards Joey. 


"Things that you need me for," Tom persisted, "If you didn't need someone on bass you wouldn't be asking our 


super to fill in for mel" 


Steven didn't bat an eyelash though the faintest of smiles started to appear. "You're the easiest person to fill 


in for since your position is so minor.” 


Tom's jaw tightened for a brief second. He tilted his head, almost looking pensive. "I don't think you need to 
practice your vocals the way you're running your mouth on me." Crossing his arms he steadied his eyes back 
onto Steven's face. "How about | get some better use out of your lips? They're big enough | could use them as 


a plough to clear out the snow." 


The street was silent, Steven included, staring back at him while the other's struggled to keep their 
expressions and voices free of laughter. Steven grabbed the shovel from Joey, throwing it to Tom's feet. 
"Start shovelling." 


Joey mouthed an apology once Steven started stomping back towards the door. He went after him, Brad and 
Joe staying behind "I'm sure Gary has more shovels, we can grab a couple and come back out," Brad 


reassured him, Joe nodding in agreement. 


"Oh, don't worry about it" Tom crouched down enough to grab the shovel, dusting snow off before 
straightening up. "I'll just use my - ahh - teenaged professional skills.’ 


"He's just being a dick, he'll forget all about it tomorrow," Joe added, looking back towards the apartment, Joey 
and Steven inside since they weren't in sight. "Are you okay?" 


"ll be fine. Go on, don't keep them waiting." Tom waggled his fingers in goodbye before setting them on top of 


handle, watching them enter the apartment. 


"Is the van gone?" 


The practice Steven had promised was nothing more than a relatively quiet writing and jamming time, rather 
than the full-out rehearsals they usually held. The early hour and too loud music would've woken the whole 
building. Steven was more sympathetic to the other residents than the friend who tired outside. He didn't spare 
a glance out any of the windows. Brad had taken up that job after they were back upstairs, watching from the 


one window that did offer a view. 
Brad had been watching for a while, not sure what to make of the structure on the lawn. "Well. . ." 


"How hard can the question be?" Steven rolled his eyes, stepping into the living room. "Is the van there, yes or 


no? 


Brad shook his head for Steven and Joe, who left the kitchen with a sandwich in hand to join them. "It's not 
there but-" 


"Then where the hell is he? Is he actually enjoying himself out there in the snow?" Before reaching the window 
Steven diverted to the door, pulling on his jacket and putting on his boots again. "How can you lose a six-foot 
oaf?" he asked, not expecting an answer from the occupants of the apartment or the empty hallway. 


Joe did make it to the window, grunt of confusion muffled by white bread. "Is that a fort?" 

"Did one of the kids build it?" Joey asked, appearing out of nowhere to peer over Brad's shoulder. 

"| guess so. " Brad tilted his head, trying to determine how many footprints had been left behind in the snow. 
Steven didn't think anything of the scene when he appeared outside, or at least based on his cursory look 


around. They couldn't hear him but no doubt he was calling out for Tom, wherever he was. 


"That forts kind of big - tall | mean," Joey commented. With that one remark Brad and Joe looked at each 


other, wondering if the implication could be coincidence. "Ooh!" 


Looking back out the window upon the surprised sound Joe watched Steven dust snow off his face, stalking 


towards the fort. "Did he. . " 
"Yeah" Joey bounced on his feet, allowing himself to grin, deciding that his hunch was right 

A snowball whipped out, knocking Steven square to the forehead, 

"Ahhh" Without Steven to hear him Joe snickered appreciatively. 

The snowballs kept flying, not all of them hitting Steven but most of them did. Steven didn't stop for the snow 
clinging to hair, coat, jeans and face, charging with the faint sound of what might have been a war cry for the 


street to hear. 


Except when he was about to topple the fort over, Tom sprung up. His taller frame was an advantage as he 


tackled Steven to the ground, shoving the remainder of his arsenal down Steven's jacket and jeans. 


Steven managed to wiggle his way out from underneath but Tom didn't let him get away easily. Scooping up 
snow into his hands he dropped it into his hair, chasing him once Steven was on his feet. Watching them do 
circles around the lawn Brad couldn't help the smirk that spread over his face. "Think | should get Gary to lock 
the doors?" 


"Yeah." 


